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Summary 


There would be no more late nights of mopping his father’s vomit up from the foyer while 
the man sleeps off the hangover that would undoubtedly have him screaming Harry’s faults 
down the long hallways of the house once he finally wakes. 


Harry won’t have to hear any more drunken ramblings about how he stole his mother’s 
youth, how his parents were so happy before they were burdened with a child. 


So what if he was written out of his father’s will before he could even walk? He won’t turn 
eighteen for years, and there’s no way that he won’t be able to figure something out by 


then. 


Besides, how bad could foster care actually be? 


Missing scenes from Sea of Expectations: Harry edition. 


(this fic won't make much sense if you're not coming from Sea of Expectations.) 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Harry’s final memories of his mother are happy ones, but some days, he honestly can’t tell if that’s 
a blessing or a curse. 


She had taken him out on a picnic. 
It was warm, and his father was busy with work, but Harry doesn’t remember caring all that much. 


What he does remember is how his mother’s honey-brown hair practically glowed as the gentle 
sunlight bathed her, enhancing her already-radiant complexion as she smiled fondly at Harry. 


The cheerful tinkling of her laughter is nails on a chalkboard when the memory’s accompanied by 
the knowledge that Harry will never hear that beautiful sound again. 


Whispered words and jokes shared only between him and her were exchanged over their meal, and 
the grass tickled their bare feet as they laid there, unaware of the horrors that were to come. 


The house is eerily silent in the days following Emily Osborn’s death. 


His father seems to spend even more time working than he had before, but if Harry’s being honest, 
it’s probably better that way. 


As much as he hates to admit it, Harry can’t deny that the few years between Emily and Norman’s 
death are hell. The fact that his father’s death hardly fazes him almost succeeds in making Harry 
feel like an asshole, especially when compared to the fact that his mother’s death was practically a 
world-shattering event. 


Still, when he stands in the front row of the church at Norman Osborn’s funeral, the main emotion 
flooding his body isn’t despair, but bone-deep relief. 


There would be no more late nights of mopping his father’s vomit up from the foyer while the man 
sleeps off the hangover that would undoubtedly have him screaming Harry’s faults down the long 
hallways of the house once he finally wakes. 


Harry won’t have to hear any more drunken ramblings about how he stole his mother’s youth, how 
his parents were so happy before they were burdened with a child. 


So what if he was written out of his father’s will before he could even walk? He won’t turn 
eighteen for years, and there’s no way that he won’t be able to figure something out by then. 


Besides, how bad could foster care actually be? 
“What do you mean you don’t know when he’s going grocery shopping?” 


The blonde girl on the bed across from Harry rolls her eyes, not even bothering to glance up from 
the book in her hands. 


“T’ve only been here for two days,” she says flatly. “The only times that I’ve actually seen Ross are 
when my social worker dropped me off, and when yours dropped you off this morning. Why the 
fuck would I know?” 


“Well, there’s no milk in the refrigerator,” Harry groans, allowing himself to fall onto his thin 
mattress as he states the obvious. “And is this bedroom even up to code? I thought we would get 


our own rooms.” 


Gwen scoffs. “We have our own beds, don’t get greedy. I don’t know what life was like back at the 
Osborn McMansion-” 


“Don’t,” Harry cuts her off, his throat suddenly tightening. 


“Fuck, sorry,” Gwen cringes, flipping a page in her book as Harry blinks back tears. “I shouldn’t 
have said that.” 


Harry sighs. “It’s fine,” he mumbles half-heartedly, allowing the room to fall back into an 
uncomfortable silence. 


It’s an okay room, all things considered. Yeah, it’s not the largest space and he has to share it with 
a stranger, but there’s a nice window. From the multitude of horror stories that he’s heard, Harry’s 
just glad that the state of the house makes it seem livable enough. 


He eyes the trash bag containing the clothes that he hasn’t bothered to unpack. 


“Ts this your first foster home?” Harry asks suddenly, propping himself up on his elbows so he can 
glance over at Gwen. 


“Nope,” she says tonelessly, popping the “p’ as she snaps her book shut. “I assume it’s yours?” 


“What gave it away?” Harry deadpans. “Was it the headline in the New York Times? Maybe one 
of the thousands of Facebook articles?” 


Gwen wrinkles her nose. “There’s no need to be an asshole,” she mutters. “I was just wondering 
what you’re doing in this shithole when you obviously have the money to live on your own. You 
know CPS can’t touch you if you’re emancipated, right?” 


“T don’t know if I’d say that living with the Secretary of State is really all that bad,” Harry points 
out, trying his best to hide the fact that Gwen’s question feels like a punch to his gut. 


“Please,” Gwen scoffs, anxiously twirling a lock of her hair between her fingers. “I know a classic 
‘using a foster kid for brownie points’ situation when I see one. Trust me, you’re better off on your 
own.” 

Harry’s gaze shifts to the ground, the gravity behind Gwen’s tone sending shivers down his spine. 
“My father wasn’t... a good guy. Not by a long shot,” he says, holding back a chuckle when Gwen 
nods her head. “When he died, the money went to the company, and the company went to some 
rich asshole that I can’t even remember the name of. I guess we’re both stuck here, huh?” 


“At least it’s better than a group home,” Gwen admits, her eyes finally darting up to meet Harry’s 
for the first time in their awkward exchange. 


Harry nods, smiling in spite of the sour turn that the conversation has taken. “I guess that means 
we just have to make the best of it.” 


“You’re quite the optimist,” Gwen observes, reluctantly returning Harry’s smile. “For that, I won’t 
shave your head in your sleep.” 


“T’m forever in your debt,” Harry chuckles, running a protective hand through his hair. 


Over time, the twin beds are replaced with bunk beds, and Harry and Gwen’s shared bedroom 
becomes even more cramped as the number of inhabitants doubles overnight. 


Of course, Harry loves Peni and Peter, who arrived less than a day apart, but it’s quite the 
adjustment. 


After a few weeks of coexisting, they’re able to work out different systems to keep each other from 
going crazy, but it’s definitely nothing like the living situation that Harry had become accustomed 
to when his father was still alive. 


“Are those my socks?” Harry groans, scowling as Peter slides down the hallway in lieu of an 
answer. “Unbelievable.” 


“You can’t expect people not to steal your socks, dude,” Gwen chuckles from the top bunk of her 
and Peni’s shared bed. “Especially when they’re just plain white ones. Those are communal socks 


bed 


now. 


“That’s not how clothes work!” Harry exclaims, shooting Peni a dirty look as she giggles. “C’ mon, 
Pen. Don’t take her side on this-” 


“Keep it down in there!” a voice booms from the other room, causing Gwen to jolt so dramatically 
that she slams her head on the ceiling above her. 


“Fuck,” she whispers, rubbing her forehead with her hand. “Are you going to work now?” 


Harry nods, internally groaning at the reminder. “I swear to God, if Jeremy makes me clean the 
toilet again, I’m going to scream.” 


“Quiet,” Gwen hisses, eyeing the shared wall between their bedroom and Ross’s as she tosses 
Harry’s Waffle House hat to him. “Can you take Peni? I’m babysitting all morning and Peter said 
that has to go to Decathlon practice. Normally, she’d be fine by herself, but you know how Ross 
has been lately-” 


“Yeah, it’s not a problem,” Harry answers hurriedly, the idea of Peni alone with Ross making his 
stomach churn. “What do you think, Peni? You can color or something until my shift’s over, but 
you have to be quiet.” 


“Waffles?” Peni asks hopefully, her small mouth curling up into a smile. 
Harry ruffles her hair. “Of course.” 
“T have a worksheet to do anyway,” she adds. “I'll just bring that.” 


“T can come pick her up after Decathlon,” Peter pipes up from the doorway, making Harry jump 
almost as much as Ross’s shout had earlier. 


“Jeez, how did you even hear that conversation?” Harry asks, his heart practically pounding out of 
his chest. “You were all the way in the kitchen.” 


Peter shrugs, frowning as he glances at his watch. “I have to go, but how does the park sound?” he 
asks Peni. “You can finish your homework at Waffle House, and then you can run around.” 


“That sounds good,” Peni says, scowling as Peter leans down to ruffle her hair before leaving. 


Harry’s eyebrows furrow as he watches Peter sprint out the door as if the house is on fire. “I 


thought that he quit Decathlon weeks ago.” 
“Yeah, me too,” Gwen agrees. “I wonder what he’s up to?” 


“As long as I get my waffles, I don’t really care,” Peni jokes, smirking as Harry’s face brightens 
into a fond smile. 


“Yeah, yeah,” Harry sighs jokingly. “Speaking of which, we should probably go. If I’m late again, 
Pll be in deep shit.” 


“Bring a jacket!” Gwen orders from the top bunk, peering down at Peni’s small form. “You know 
it’s always cold in there.” 


Peni nods, but before she can get up, the familiar sound of Ross’s bedroom door slamming open 
echoes through the small house. 


“T thought I told you to keep it down,” he exclaims, storming into the bedroom. 


“Sorry,” Harry apologizes lamely, trying his best to keep his expression blank as he glances 
between Ross and the doorway. 


Logically, he knows that freaking out isn’t going to help the situation, but it’s pretty difficult to 
focus when a man that’s practically foaming at the mouth with rage is blocking the only exit. 


“What’s this?” the man asks, gesturing around the room. “I can’t believe it! Didn’t I tell you to 
clean all this shit up yesterday?” 


“You did,” Gwen starts, her venomous tone sending a jolt of panic through Harry’s bones. “The 
thing is, having four kids in one bedroom means that the mess will inevitably come back no matter 
how many times you clean it.” 


“Ts that my problem?” Ross seethes, kicking a pile of loose clothes. “This place is pigsty!” 


“Tt’s not that bad,” Harry argues softly, subtly taking Peni by the hand. “I can clean everything up 
this afternoon when I’m back from work-” 


“You'll do it now.” 


Ross’s tone leaves no room for argument, and against his will, tears prick Harry’s eyes. “Really, I 
have to go.” 


The room falls silent, and immediately Harry knows that he made the wrong choice. 
Wordlessly, Ross enters the bedroom. 


“Tm sorry,” Harry starts, flinching back as Gwen’s blanket is torn harshly from her lap and flung 
at the ground. 


Ignoring Harry’s whispered apology, Ross angrily blows through the room like a hurricane, 
upturning backpacks and emptying cabinets left and right. 


“You think this is your space?” he asks, his thin lips curling into a cruel grin as Harry shrinks back. 
“You think it’s your room to keep clean only when you feel like it?” 


The man glances around the room, gesturing at the mess he’s just made. “It’s my house. My room, 
my beds. You’re just lucky that I’m generous enough to share it.” 


Gwen scowls, and for a terrifying moment, she opens her mouth and Harry’s life flashes before his 
eyes. 


‘No!’ Harry mouths, subtly gesturing to where Peni’s curled up under a blanket, hiding from the 
man’s wrath. 


She exhales, nods, and snaps her mouth closed again. She can take Ross’s shit if it means that he’ll 
leave them the fuck alone. 


Harry gulps, practically holding his breath as Ross finally makes his way to the door. 


“This room had better be spotless before you go anywhere,” the man orders ominously, slamming 
the door closed behind him. 


Gwen hops down from her bunk bed, already picking up the various items strewn around the room, 
but Harry’s feet are rooted to the floor. 


“Are you okay- shit!” Gwen drops her armful of clothes and scurries over to Peni’s bed. 


At Gwen’s profanity, Harry’s finally able to snap himself out of the dazed state he fell into, but one 
glance over at Peni stops him in his tracks. 


The sight of tears filling the shaking girl’s eyes sends a wave of fury through Harry’s gut. 


“Hey,” he says gently, adopting what he hopes is a comforting smile as he approaches the bed. 
“Tt’s okay. We’ ll clean up really quick, and then we’ll go. Does that sound okay?” 


“Okay,” Peni hiccups, wiping her face with her sleeve as she stands unsteadily. 


Harry wastes no time shoving the pile of textbooks back into Peter’s backpack, internally cursing 
Peter’s need to take every advanced class that Midtown offers. 


Who knew a scrawny smartass needed such heavy books? 


“Don’t spend too much time organizing,” he mutters bitterly, glancing over to Gwen as she 
carefully folds the pile of laundry to shove back into the dresser. “He’s just going to do it again 
next week.” 


She chuckles humorlessly, balling her blanket up and throwing it back onto her bed. “You two can 
go, I'll finish up here.” 


“Are you sure?” 


As much as Harry wants to leave, Ross had seemed pretty insistent that they finish the job before 
leaving the house. 


“Yeah, you’re late enough as it is,” Gwen says. “Just be quiet as you leave.” 


Harry nods, hastily grabbing his Waffle House hat and apron before leading Peni out of the 
bedroom. 


Together, they creep to the front door, neither kid daring to breathe until the door is safely closed 
behind them. 


“We have to run, okay?” Harry asks, glancing down at Peni. “Shit, you don’t have your school 
work-” 


“Tt’s fine,” Peni cuts him off, tugging gently at his arm. “Let’s go, we’re going to miss the train.” 


They break out into a mad dash, but it’s hopeless. The train has left before they’re even in the 
subway station. 


“Tt’s okay,” Peni assures him, her innocent brown eyes staring up at him as Harry flops down onto 
a bench in defeat. “The next one will be here in five minutes, we’ lI still get there.” 


“You're right,” Harry agrees, trying his best to force a reassuring grin onto his face. “I hope 
Gwen’s alright.” 


“T'm sure she is,” Peni says softly, pulling Harry up from the bench as she hears the train 
approaching in the distance. “She always says that she knows what she’s doing when it comes to 
this stuff.” 


Harry can’t help but frown at that. Sure, she has more experience with psychotic foster parents, but 
it never feels good to be reminded of that fact. 


“T’m sorry if Ross scared you,” Harry says, gently guiding Peni onto the train as it hisses to a halt. 
“T shouldn’t have riled him up.” 


“Tt’s not your fault,” Peni pipes up automatically, glancing up to catch Harry’s eye. 


“Still,” Harry mutters, bitterly reflecting on the morning’s events. “It was reckless of me to argue 
with him. Someone could have gotten hurt.” 


Peni hums, her body language sagging just enough to indicate that she’s carrying weight that no 
nine-year-old should have to bear. “You can’t blame yourself for what could have happened, that’s 
pointless.” 


“You’re right, Pen,” Harry chuckles, his hand migrating to grasp hers as the train approaches the 
stop. “And look at that! We’re not even that late.” 


Peni smiles, allowing Harry to drag her through the crowd when the train finally stops. 


“Fucking stairs,” Harry mutters, dropping Peni’s hand so he can take the stairs out of the subway 
station two at a time. “C’mon, Peni! We’re almost there.” 


Peni wheezes as she sprints behind Harry, and the boy hastily ties his apron around his waist as he 
bursts into the Waffle House. 


“T’m sorry!” he exclaims, holding the door open so that Peni can enter behind him. “I know ’'m 
late, we had a family emergency-” 


“Osborn!” 
Harry’s stomach drops as Jeremy, the shift manager, storms out of the kitchen. 
“T’m sorry,” he repeats weakly, rubbing his sweaty hands on his apron. 


“Have you ever gotten here on time?” the man asks, his thick arms folding over his chest as he 
stares down at the boy. 


Harry frowns, unsure if he’s supposed to answer the question. “Yes?” he ventures, but the way 
Jeremy’s face contorts with rage tells him that his guess was incorrect. 


“Doesn’t feel like it,” the man snorts, eyeing Peni. “Is this your kid?” 


“No!” Harry exclaims, not even wanting to do the mental math to figure out if that would even be 
physically possible. “She’s my sister, but she’ll be quiet! My brother is coming to pick her up in a 
little bit-” 


“This isn’t a daycare!” Jeremy spits. “You know what? Get out of here.” 
“What?” 


Jeremy doesn’t budge, and Harry feels like he could cry. “You obviously don't value this job, so 
I’m not going to force you to stay anymore.” 


“No, please!” Harry begs, his eyes burning with panic. “You know that I need this job. I can call 
someone to pick her up. Or, you know, she’s nine! She can go wait at the library by herself or 
something-” 


“This isn’t about the kid, Harry,” Jeremy sighs, rubbing a hand over his face. “I’m sorry, but this 
was the last straw. I’ve given you so many chances, and somehow, you’ ve managed to blow them 
all.” 


It feels like all of the air has been knocked from Harry’s lungs. 


“Okay,” he mutters, dropping his apron on the ground as he gestures for Peni to follow him out the 
door. “I’m keeping the damn hat, though. Actually, where’s that one with the squirrel on it? Is it in 
the back?” 


“Get the fuck out of my store,” Jeremy hisses, glaring daggers at Harry. 
“Fine, I'll keep the boring one! What about my last paycheck? You can’t just kick me out-” 


Like clockwork, the man procures a white envelope from his pocket and practically throws it at 
Harry. “I’ve had it ready since you gave me shit for asking you to clean the bathroom last week.” 


“Oh, fuck you,” Harry rolls his eyes, finally coralling Peni over the threshold of the Waffle House. 
The door slams shut behind them before Jeremy can reply. 


“So, the park?” Harry asks, doing his best to suppress the mixture of fear and rage that’s 
threatening to overtake him. 


“Sure,” Peni says, eyeing Harry’s expression warily. “Are you sure that you’re okay? We can just 
go home.” 


Harry sighs, forcing his lips to curl into a grin as he pulls his Waffle House hat further over his 
eyes. “Yeah, why wouldn’t I be okay? Besides, Peter promised that you’d go to the park, so ’m 
taking you to the park.” 


Peni eyes him uneasily, but before she can argue, Harry’s already making his way down the road. 


A harsh knock on the bedroom door tears Harry from the self-pity fueled afternoon nap that has 
become practically a routine for him for the past few days. 


He turns over, blindly reaching for his Waffle House hat as his new position suddenly means that 


sunbeams trickling in from the window are unbearable. 


Suddenly, the barely audible flick of a switch rings through the silent room, and Harry’s eyes light 
up in flames. 


“No, c’mon,” Harry mutters, pulling the baseball cap further over his burning eyes. “Turn it off.” 
“Oh my God, Harry, did you get your job back?” 


Harry groans as Peter’s voice fills his ears, silently praying that the boy will leave and let him 
sleep. 


“Nope,” he replies in an artificially bright tone, not moving from his position on the bed. “T stole it 
after that bastard Jeremy fired me for being late. I wanted the one with the squirrel on it, but some 
shithead took it from my locker while I was getting fired! Can you believe that? The squirrel hat 
was the only good thing about working in that dump.” 


The room is silent, and for a blissful second, Harry thinks that Peter’s decided to come back later. 
When the light stays on, however, Harry’s nose wrinkles in annoyance. 


“Tf I ever have to see any of my bitchass coworkers ever again, I’m stabbing them all. It’s not 
homicide if they deserve it. Fuckers took my squirrel hat, I bet it was Amy...” Harry mutters, 
turning back over to try and go back to sleep. 


“Harry?” 


Peter’s tentative question annoys Harry to no end, but he restrains himself from shouting. It’s not 
Peter’s fault that he doesn’t have somewhere to mope in peace. 


“What?” Harry asks, before sleepily removing the hat from his eyes, gasping at the sight that he is 
met with. 


Tony Stark is in his bedroom. 


He’d just complained about being fired from a minimum wage job to Tony Stark, one of the most 
successful men in the world. Harry’s father would have killed him. 


“Holy shit. I mean- Peter? What the fuck?” 


Harry blinks in confusion, but instead of offering an explanation, Peter laughs. “I need the 
bedroom, can you go somewhere else?” 


In a bleary daze, Harry rolls out of bed, making no effort to mask his concern as he eyes the 
billionaire on his way out the door. 


“Was that Tony Stark, or am I just going crazy?” Harry asks once he rounds the corner, frowning 
at Gwen and Peni. 


“No, that’s him,” Gwen confirms, her expression practically mirroring the confusion that Harry 
feels. “He’s here about some grant, but the story wasn’t exactly clear.” 


“He builds robots,” Peni says, smiling in spite of the wary glint in her eyes. “That’s pretty cool.” 
“Don’t ask him about robots, Pen,” Harry sighs, flopping down onto the couch. 


Peni’s face falls, and Gwen winces. “It’s good to be curious,” she assures the girl, shooting Harry a 


dirty look in the process. “Now just might not be the best time. You know how stressed Ross has 
been with work, he’ll flip out when he finds out that Stark was here.” 


“Tf he finds out,” Harry corrects her, frowning as Gwen scowls back at him. 


“When!” she insists, worrying the hem of her shirt between her fingers. “I was talking to him-- 
Stark, I mean--before Peter got home. The story was hard to follow, but he mentioned Germany a 
bunch. That doesn’t seem like something we can cover up.” 


“Okay, well, we don’t even know when Ross is coming back. Besides, we still don’t know if 
Peter’s going. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.” 


Minutes later, Tony leaves the house without saying a word, and their worst fears are concerned. 


“T... have something to tell you guys,” Peter says softly as he steps out of the bedroom, a 
drawstring bag full of clothes slung over his shoulder. 


Sure enough, Peter’s on a private jet to Germany mere hours later. 
“Where’s Peni?” 


Harry freezes, whirling around in shock as the front door slams open. “Hey, Secretary Ross,” he 
exclaims, silently praying that his volume will alert Gwen to the man’s presence. 


To his relief, his shout sends Gwen scurrying out of the bedroom, Peni following close behind her. 
“You’re home,” Gwen says, stating the obvious as she shoots Harry a glance of horror. 


All three kids stop in their tracks when an unfamiliar woman in a blazer enters the house behind 
Ross, followed by a scrawny boy that’s practically drowning in his sweatshirt. 


“Kids, meet Miles!” the woman exclaims cheerfully, guiding the boy by the shoulders until he’s 
standing in front of her. ““He’s going to be your new foster brother.” 


Harry’s jaw drops. 


His mind immediately starts racing with different possibilities, but none of them seem feasible. 
There’s no room for another kid in the bedroom, and there’s no way that Ross would be allowed to 
have a kid sleep in the living room, right? Unless- 


“Peter’s going to be back soon,” Harry pipes up, blushing as Gwen stares at him in shock. “I mean, 
he’s just at Decathlon practice. Unless something has happened...” 


He trails off, not wanting to expose their situation. Still, if something happened to Peter, this is a 
pretty shitty way for them to find out. 


“Oh, Peter’s fine,” the woman assures him, and Harry has to hold in a chuckle as Gwen lets out an 
audible sigh of relief. ““Peni’s father is back in the country, I thought that he would have been in 
touch.” 


“He was,” Ross assures her, his signature smile plastered to his face. “I’ve just been at work all 
day, you know how it is. I’m sorry that I wasn’t here to break the news earlier.” 


“So Peni’s leaving?” Harry asks, his eyes darting over to his foster sister 


To his surprise, her eyes are sparkling with excitement. Harry’s chest tightens. Fuck. His burning 
eyes drop to his shoes, lips twisting into a wry grin. Who wouldn’t be excited to leave this 
shithole? 


“Really?” she whispers, breathless with glee. “I can live with my dad? Like, forever?” 


“Theoretically, yes,” the woman says, adjusting her glasses with one finger. “Is that okay with you? 
I know that you met with your social worker yesterday to discuss this as a possibility, but I 
understand that this is all happening very fast. If there’s anything you want to talk about-” 


“Tt’s fine,” Peni interrupts, her face breaking into a genuine smile. “When am I going to leave?” 


The social worker coughs uncomfortably. “Well, I’m pretty sure that your social worker was 
supposed to come pick you up later this afternoon, but if you need more time to say goodbye, ’m 
sure the plan can be altered. These are extenuating circumstances, of course.” 


Peni frowns, glancing between Harry and Gwen, and Harry feels a pang of sadness. 

“You can go if you want to,” he assures her, forcing himself to meet his foster sister’s eyes. 
“Harry’s right,” Gwen agrees softly. “We’ll miss you, but you don’t have to stay here for us.” 
Peni nods, anxiously bouncing up and down on the balls of her feet. “I can go today,” she decides. 


“Great,” the woman smiles. “Well, I'll let Miles settle in. Remember to call me if you need 
anything.” 


The boy nods, and just as suddenly as she’d arrived, the woman is gone. 
“Peni, oh my God!” Gwen exclaims, pulling the girl into a firm embrace. “Are you excited?” 
“Yeah,” she admits, curiously eyeing the boy in the doorway. “Is Miles going to take my bed?” 


Harry snorts, amused that Peni’s able to keep such a level head in all of the chaos when he’s still 
trying to wrap his head around the fact that she’s leaving. “Yeah, Pen.” 


“T’m going to get some work done,” Ross grumbles, ignoring the commotion that his own lack of 
communication caused. “Try to keep it down.” 


Gwen scowls as he passes her, but thankfully, the man doesn’t even bat an eye. 
“He seems... dynamic,” Miles deadpans, still not moving from his spot in the doorway. 


“You get used to it,” Harry tells him. “Come in, make yourself at home. Well, I guess you actually 
are at home.” 


Miles laughs half-heartedly as he enters, his bag slung over his shoulder. “So, there’s four of you?” 


“Yeah,” Gwen says, shooting the boy a small smile. “Peter should be home tonight, he’s Harry, 
she’s Peni, and I’m Gwen.” 


“Miles,” he sighs, obviously overwhelmed by the plethora of names being thrown at him in such a 
short amount of time. 


“What’s that?” Peni asks suddenly, pointing at a folder Miles has clutched to his chest. 


Harry’s stomach drops as he takes in the surprise in the boy’s expression. “Peni, that could be 
personal. You shouldn’t just ask-” 


“Tt’s fine,” Miles says, smiling softly at Peni. “You can come and see it if you want.” 


Peni’s eyes light up as she approaches, and Harry can’t help but feel a bit curious as to what’s in 
the folder. 


“That’s beautiful!” she gasps, lightly tracing her fingers over whatever’s inside. 


Curiosity finally overtaking him, Harry pads over to peer over Peni’s shoulder, but the sight sucks 
all of the air from his lungs. 


The folder is filled with countless drawings, the bold colors and shapes all dancing until they blend 
together into one continuous piece of art. 


Miles smiles, and Harry can’t help but smile back. 


“Do you like to draw?” Miles asks Peni tentatively, his muscles visibly sagging in relief when she 
nods. “We can draw together if you want. I don’t know if you want to get your stuff together for 
when your social worker gets here-” 


“ll do it for you,” Gwen cuts him off, gesturing for Harry to follow her. “You two have fun.” 
Peni replies with a thumbs up, and Harry scurries to follow Gwen into the bedroom. 
Her face crumples as soon as the door clicks shut behind them. 


“T can’t believe she’s leaving,” she says softly, curling in on herself as Harry pulls her into a tight 
hug. “We have to do something! Put a note in her luggage, something for good luck- I don’t 
know!” 


“The note sounds like a good idea,” Harry replies, stroking her hair comfortingly. “I’m just sad that 
Peter isn’t going to get a chance to say goodbye.” 


“Yeah,” Gwen agrees, frowning into Harry’s shoulder. “We could call, but he’s in the jet, so 
there’s no use.” 


“Hey, it’s alright,” Harry says, finally releasing his grip on Gwen so he can start to get Peni’s 
things together. “I guess we just have to write her the best damn goodbye note she’s ever seen.” 


“Okay,” Gwen nods, choking back tears as she grabs Peni’s backpack from where it’s propped 
against her bed. “That sounds like something we can do.” 


Harry wants to bleach his eyeballs the first time he catches them. 


Naturally, he knows that he can’t control what Peter does. If he wants to make out with a twenty- 
year-old man in the office of a church, who’s Harry to stop him? 


Still, as he watches Peter jump out of their bedroom window and run away without a second 
thought, Harry can’t help but wonder if there’s something he’s not seeing about the whole 
situation. 


The front door slams open, and Harry’s stomach sinks when Skip’s voice echoes through the 


hallway. There’s definitely something going on here. 


Harry leaves the bedroom, the shock of watching his brother run away still raw in his chest. Sure 
enough, when he rounds the corner, he locks eyes with none other than Skip Westcott. 


“Ts Peter coming?” the man asks, his toothy grin making Harry’s stomach churn. 
Not wanting to be the bearer of bad news, Harry just shrugs. “What are you doing here?” 


“Now, Harry,” Ross chuckles. “Don’t be rude to Mr. Westcott, he’s made a very generous offer to 
take Peter out to do some sightseeing.” 


“Sightseeing? But Peter’s lived here for his entire life.” 
Skip just laughs, blatantly ignoring Harry’s complaint. “So, where is he?” 
Instead of arguing further, Harry shrugs, glancing nervously at Gwen. 


“Peter?” Ross bellows, frowning when he doesn’t get an answer. “I’m sure he’s just in his 
bedroom.” 


The two men make their way to the kid’s bedroom door, and as soon as they’re out of Harry’s 
earshot, Gwen turns to him. 


“He’s not here, is he?” she asks, the grave expression on her face indicating that she already knows 
the answer. 


Harry shakes his head. “He was already halfway out the window when I found him.” 


“He’s been acting weird, don’t you think?” she points out softly, cringing as exclamations of 
confusion pour from the open bedroom door. “I mean, with Skip and everything.” 


“Yeah,” Harry agrees, his eyebrows furrowing. “At first I thought it was just because I caught 
them, but now...” 


“You’re not so sure,” Gwen finishes for him, concern painting her face. “Yeah, I hate to admit it, 
but you’re right. There’s definitely something going on here.” 


“Peter can take care of himself,” Harry assures her, flinching when Ross’s footfalls get heavier and 
more angry after undoubtedly being met by an empty bedroom. “‘He’ll be okay.” 


Gwen frowns skeptically, her fingers darting to comb anxiously through her soft hair. “If you say 


“T knew that I was going to age out on my birthday,” Harry spits, glaring at the floor beneath him. 
“T just didn’t think that I’d have to put up with this bullshit. Join the army? No fuckin’ way ’'m 
signing my life over to that shitshow. It’s enough pressure knowing that I won’t have anywhere to 
stay in a week, but now he’s adding a whole new layer? Why is he such an-” 


“-Come stay with me.” 
Harry freezes, the girl’s sudden suggestion sending him into shock. “What?” 


“Yeah!” Lily says, lifting her head up from where it’s resting in Harry’s lap. “I know we’ve only 


been dating for a few weeks, but it would just be until you get back on your feet. Besides, my 
parents like you. It’ll be like one big sleepover.” 


“Do you know how much rent is in New York?” Harry exclaims, frowning at the girl beside him. 
“Tt could be weeks before I’m even able to get a job, let alone save enough money for rent. Plus, 
living together is totally different from a sleepover!” 


“T know! You’d just be crashing on the couch, calm down. It’s not the perfect solution, but it’s 
better than what you have now, right?” 


Harry frowns, still not entirely convinced. “Look, I like you, but is that a good idea? I mean, what 
if something happens?” 


Lily snorts, her laughter doing little to ease Harry’s apprehension. “It was just a suggestion, God! 
You don’t have to say yes, I was just trying to be nice.” 


Harry nods, carding his fingers through her hair when she places her head back onto his lap. “Pl 
think about it.” 


“The position’s been filled,” the Subway worker deadpans, staring blankly at Harry. “Sorry.” 
“Don’t worry about it,” Harry mumbles, sighing as he makes his way out of the store. 
What is he going to do? 


His relationship with Lily is less than stellar, so it’s fair to say that his days of having a roof over 
his head are numbered. He’s a mere day away from turning eighteen, so Ross’s house isn’t even an 
option anymore. 


God, he misses his foster siblings. 


Ross’s house was hell, sure, but at least he knew how things worked when he was there. In Lily’s 
house, he tiptoes around all day, suffering through the strange pitying looks he’s sent by everyone 
he encounters. 


One thing that Harry has to admit is that his time at Ross’s has made him a pretty good guest, if he 
does say so himself. 


“T’m home,” he calls, nudging the front door closed with his foot as he shoulders an armful of 
groceries. “I can get started on dinner if that’s okay with everybody-” 


Harry stops in his tracks when he takes in the sight of Lily on the couch, practically on top of a boy 
that he’s never seen in his life. 


“Lily?” Harry asks, dropping the bags of groceries as the pair on the couch stare guiltily back at 
him. 


“Hey, Harry,” she grins sheepishly, making no motion to remove herself from the boy’s lap. 


The boy blinks in surprise when he catches Harry’s eye. “Babe, is that Harry Osborn? Like, 
Norman Osborn’s son?” 


“Who’s this?” Harry exclaims, his eyes burning as Lily doesn’t even have the decency to pretend to 
be ashamed. 


“Look, Harry,” she starts gently. “I know you’ re having a hard time, so I’m not going to make you 
leave-” 


“Fuck this.” 


Lily’s jaw drops in surprise as Harry storms into the living room, but Harry can only see red. “I’m 
sorry I ever put you in this position,” he spits. “It wasn’t fair to either of us.” 


“Where are you going to go?” the girl asks, frowning as Harry frantically throws his things into his 
bag. “Back to Ross’s?” 


“T can’t, I’m eighteen,” Harry growls, slinging the bag over his shoulder. “I'll figure something 
out, I guess. Just tell your parents that I say thanks for everything.” 


“You’re being unreasonable,” Lily rolls her eyes. “I was being nice-” 
“T don’t need your pity, I'll be fine.” 


Harry wants to be furious, to scream at the girl about how shitty it is to break up with someone by 
flaunting a new relationship, but he’s too numb to do anything but sling his bag over his shoulder 
and shoot the pair a dirty look as he bends down over the bags of groceries on the floor. 


“I’m not putting these away,” he adds tonelessly, digging through the bags to pocket as many of 
the nonperishables as he can. “Make sure you do that, the milk will go bad if you leave it out for 
too long.” 


With that, Harry leaves the house, slamming the door behind himself as he goes. 
“T don’t understand.” 
Harry’s cell phone weighs like a boulder in his shaking hand. 


“T know this probably comes as a shock, and I was going to tell you in person, but your foster father 
said that he hasn’t seen you at all today.” 


Or this week, Harry wants to add. 


“Yeah, P’ve been... away,” he says awkwardly. “Still, there must be some mistake. If my mom had 
a will, why is this the first ’m hearing of it?” 


His social worker pauses on the other end of the phone. “I can’t answer that question. The terms of 
the will stated that you don’t inherit anything until you turn eighteen, but I would have thought that 
your father informed you. He obviously didn’t explain if it’s this surprising, do you think he might 
have purposefully withheld this information from you?” 


“Yeah, that seems about right,” Harry mutters, trying his best to keep his tone even. “Can you give 
me the address to the apartment? You said that was the main asset, right?” 


“Of course,” the woman responds. “Actually, if you don’t mind waiting about half an hour, I can 
meet you there with a copy of the key.” 


That’s how Harry finds himself sitting awkwardly in the lobby of an unfamiliar apartment building. 


“Can I help you?” a man asks, eyeing Harry suspiciously from across the room. 


Harry blushes, unsure of what to say. What if this is all some sick prank and he’s sitting here for no 
reason? “I’m waiting for somebody,” he chokes out, dropping his gaze nervously to the floor. 


The man frowns, but to Harry’s relief, he doesn’t argue any further. 


Finally, just when he’s about to check his watch for the thousandth time, the door opens to reveal 
his social worker. 


“Harry, it’s good to see you!” the woman smiles. “How’s eighteen treating you?” 
“Good,” Harry smirks, rising out of the overstuffed chair as he lies through his teeth. 


The social worker gestures to the stairwell, and Harry follows her out of the lobby, internally 
beaming at the expression of shock on the man’s face as they pass. 


“Now, it’s not going to be anything like your father’s house,” she warns as they scale the steps. 
“T’m honestly surprised that she never sold this place.” 


“T’m glad that she didn’t,” Harry says softly, still internalizing the idea that he miraculously has 
somewhere to stay. 


“Of course. Again, I’m terribly sorry about the mistakes in your father’s will, I’m sure he’d rectify 
them if-” 


“There were no mistakes,” he corrects her, gripping the handrail until his knuckles turn white. “He 
was just an asshole.” 


“Well,” the social worker coughs uncomfortably. “The apartment belongs to you now. It’s not 
really in my job description, but I’d be happy to help get you set up with bills and everything.” 


Harry smiles, forcing himself to meet the woman’s eyes. “Thanks,” he says appreciatively, her 
offer managing to squash a little bit of the panic that’s brewing in his chest. 


He feels like he’s floating as they approach the door to an apartment. The key in Harry’s hand feels 
like it’s made of lead as he reaches out to unlock the door, his brain exploding with emotion when 
the lock clicks. 


“This is it!” the social worker exclaims from beside him, allowing Harry to enter first. 
The apartment looks abandoned. 


Harry figures that it makes sense, seeing as no one’s lived there in what’s probably well over 
twenty years, but the sight of junk and dust cluttered in piles on the ground still tugs at his 
heartstrings. 


His mother used to live here. 


There’s so much that Harry doesn’t know about her. Did she live here by herself? Did she have a 
roommate? Maybe a cat? 


Chances are, whatever she had here made her happier than Harry or his father ever did. 


“T imagine that you’ ll want to settle in,” the woman says, clasping her hands together as she 
glances back at the door. “Can I come back tomorrow to discuss finances? Most of the money that 
your mother owned was inherited by your father and is now inaccessible to you, but if we 
consolidate her assets-” 


“Yeah, that sounds good,” Harry interrupts her, his head spinning with all of the new information. 
“T just- I don’t know if I can concentrate right now. Later is perfect.” 


The social worker smiles sympathetically. “Okay, P’ll give you my phone number,” she says, 
scribbling a string of numbers onto a sticky note. “I assume that you’re no longer living with Ross, 
and as you’re a legal adult, you’re no longer a part of the foster care system.” 


Harry nods. “Is that an issue?” he asks tentatively, closing his fist around the key to the apartment. 
Whatever happens, they can’t take this from him. It’s his, the will said so. 


“No, of course not,” the woman assures him. “Just- for legal purposes, [’m not your social worker. 
I’m just a concerned member of the community.” 


Harry smiles at that. “Thank you,” he says genuinely. “Really, I don’t know where I’d be right 
now if it weren’t for you.” 


“Don’t mention it.” 


Harry waves awkwardly as the woman closes the door behind herself, but when she’s finally gone, 
his face falls. 


As much as Harry wants to hide his heart away in a cage of ice, he can’t help but imagine a reality 
where neither of them were burdened with Norman Osborn. 


He and his mom could live together in the one-bedroom apartment. They’d get a nice pullout 
couch for Harry, and his mom could take the bed. Harry would make pancakes on warm saturday 
mornings to surprise her, and she’d smile in that way that always made him feel like all of the 
problems in the world were simply melting away under his nose. 


Even the birdsong outside the small window makes Harry want to scream. 


“They’re nice birds, Harry!” his mother’s voice calls softly, giggling as Harry’s small face adopts 
an expression of wonder. “That one’s a yellow-throated warbler. Can you say yellow-throated 
warbler?” 


“Ye’ow throated warbler,” baby Harry squeals, beaming as his mom plants a kiss on his cheek. 
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“Do you hear the bird?” she asks. “It says ‘chirp, chirp 


Harry jumps up and down with delight, and even though the sudden movement scares the bird 
away, his mother just smiles. 


“Different birds make different chirps,” she explains softly, gently lowering herself onto the ground 
next to her son. “Sometimes it’s fun to be quiet and listen for how many different birds you can 
hear.” 


The apartment’s quiet, sure, but it’s not because Emily Osborn is listening for birdsong. 


Harry’s ugly sobs bounce off of the walls as he cries, the sound waves slicing viciously through the 
peaceful silence in the apartment. 


Sure enough, just as his mother’s soothing voice had warned him, the bird calls go silent as Harry 
slides down the wall, burying his head in his hands as he curls up in a ball of misery. 


Now that time is less of a constraint, it only takes Harry a few weeks to find a place that will 
actually hire him. 


Working the front desk of a shitty motel isn’t exactly Harry’s dream job, but at least it’s better than 
Waffle House. There isn’t some stuffy manager breathing down his neck all day, and at this point, 
that alone is enough to make a job top-tier in Harry’s opinion. 


He absentmindedly taps his fingers against the desk, frowning as he inhales the unfortunately- 
familiar scent of pickles and ranch dressing. 


“Dude, that’s fucking gross,” he complains, shooting his coworker a dirty look. 


“Don’t knock it ‘til you try it,” the other boy--Eduardo, if Harry remembers correctly--answers, 
smirking as Harry gags. “Besides, I put up with your ugly face all day. You can handle some 
pickles.” 


Harry scowls. “It’s not the pickles, it’s- fuck.” 

They both fall silent as a customer enters the motel. 

“Not it,” Eduardo whispers, stumbling over himself to duck away from the counter. 
“You’re a fucking jerk, you know. If I could- hello!” 


Harry’s snarling voice turns into a sickly-sweet drawl when the woman approaches the desk. 


“T want a room,” she says, sandwiching her cell phone between her cheek and her shoulder. “No, 
I’m not talking to you, Larry. I’m at the motel place- no don’t hang up! It’s fine, this part just takes 
a second.” 


Harry blinks at her, frowning as she harshly mouths ‘room’ at him. 


“Single or double?” he asks, making a point to raise his volume to make sure the person on the 
other end of the phone call can hear him. 


“Double,” she says, adjusting her glasses as she transfers her phone to her hand. “Yes, I’m still 
here. Keep going.” 


Harry nods, grabbing a pen as he flips through the registry. 


“Sorry, it seems like we only have single rooms open,” Harry states tonelessly, smirking as he 
meets the woman’s gaze. “I could get you a room with twin beds, or I could see if there’s one open 
with-” 


“Larry, I’m going to have to call you back,” the woman snaps, shoving her phone in her pocket as 
she leans over the counter. “Look, you’ ve been nothing but rude to me ever since I stepped foot in 
this establishment. If you can’t do this one simple thing I’m asking of you, we’ll see how your 
manager likes the company image that his employee is displaying to the general public.” 


“Bitch, does this place look like it makes enough money to have a manager?” Harry scoffs, 
preening at the way the woman’s lips curl downward in disgust. “Do you want the room or not?” 


The woman scowls. “What kind of hotel doesn’t have any double rooms? This is ridiculous.” 


“Ma’am, the rooms are all occupied, I don’t know what you want me to do. I could put you on a 
waiting list if you wanted, but we both know that I’d just skip over your name.” 


The woman scoffs, and for a second Harry thinks that she might argue, but she just storms out of 
the motel. 


“Oh, man,” Eduardo wheezes, snorting as the door slams shut behind the woman. “You should 
host a reality show, that would be hilarious.” 


“Now, there’s an idea,” Harry grins toothily. “Pll make back my millions.” 
“Marry a supermodel,” the other boy tacks on, practically keeling over in laughter. 
Harry opens his mouth to respond, but before he can, the door opens again. 


A man and woman approach the desk, and before Harry can stop himself, he decides to take it 
upon himself to serve the customers even though it’s technically Eduardo’s turn. 


“Y° all fucking?” he asks, struggling to keep a straight face as Eduardo blanches behind him. 


“He means ‘do you want a single or a double room?’” the other boy corrects him, sharply jabbing 
Harry in the ribs with his elbow. “I should warn you that we’re out of doubles-” 


“Two singles is perfect,” the woman cuts in, smirking as Eduardo nods nervously. 


“You can’t just ask that,” the boy hisses as soon as the pair of customers have left the desk. “Do 
you want to get fired? You’re the only coworker I’ve had so far that makes this job bearable.” 


“Sorry,” Harry winces. “I... didn’t think about that.” 


Eduardo’s expression softens. “Hey, man, it’s fine. You know what you can do to make up for 
almost giving me a heart attack?” 


“No, what?” Harry asks, his stomach sinking as Eduardo’s hands gravitate toward the pickle jar. 
“Try it, you have to.” 


Harry’s stomach lurches, and he puts a grounding hand on the desk to stabilize himself. “Eduardo, I 
wouldn’t eat pickles and ranch if I were starving and it was the last meal on Earth.” 


Harry’s in his apartment when he hears the news. 
Gwen’s dead. His sister is dead, and he did nothing to stop it from happening. 


He should have gotten them out. That’s the only thing that Harry can think about in the days 
following the one that brought the terrible headline to the top of his news feed. 


They were in that hellhole putting up with God knows what, and Harry was living as if none of 
them existed. 


He didn’t think that anything could hurt more than losing his mother. In reality, it doesn’t, but the 
freshness of the wound only adds to the sting. 


She’s gone, and he never even said goodbye. 


He just jumped out of the window like a coward. 


The knowledge that the last words he ever spoke to her are forever lost in the abyss of his mind, a 
forgotten memory that should be insignificant, feels like a punch to Harry’s gut. 


Was it ‘have a good day at school?’ Was it “do the dishes or I'll replace your toothpaste with 
mayonnaise?’ 


Harry can’t remember, and that alone is enough to reduce him to a quivering mess on the floor. 
Peter’s heartbeat is strangely comforting as Harry buries his nose into the other boy’s shoulder. 


“You didn’t miss anything, I promise,” he assures him, thinking back to the awkward ceremony 
that he’d only caught about half of, having fled away the second his gaze locked with Ross’s. 


Words are exchanged, promises are made, but it’s honestly difficult for Harry to concentrate on all 
that. 


Even the supersoldier watching from a distance is pushed to the back of his mind. 


He has a second chance. Gwen’s gone, and neither him nor Peter are ever going to stop feeling that 
pain, but they can go on from here. 


There’s nothing stopping him from making his life something that he can enjoy. 


He can knit together all of the positive aspects he could into a blanket of experiences, and wrap it 
around himself when the winters turn cold. 


His mother wouldn’t want him to live a miserable life. She set up the circumstances that gave him 
this chance, so it would be an insult to her memory if he didn’t make the most of it. 


Then and there, Harry silently promises himself that this isn’t going to be the last that he sees of 
Peter. 


They have too many things to do. Too much life to live. 
Despite the solemn atmosphere, Harry smiles. 


Gwen’s cold gravestone looms, threatening to occupy every corner of his mind. The grief shared 
between the pair is devastating, of course, but in that moment Harry can’t help but feel a glimmer 
of hope deep inside his chest. 


Their lives have both been less than stellar up to this point, but who knows? Maybe there’s still 
hope for Harry after all. 
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